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hovered for an instant above the leaf-strewn walk, then swish-
ed deliberately down the center like a little whirlwind, hust-
ling the leaves ahead of it and leaving the walk clean. Once 
or twice it seemed to reach out and catch a leaf lingering at 
the very edge, without disturbing even a blade of grass grow-
ing at the side. Finally, at the end, it scattered all the leaves 
out over the street. Then, like a spirit, it disappeared, and 
there was only the stillness, hushed and waiting like open 
arms. 
Old Dave looked up and smiled. "Thank You," he said. Then 
his head dropped to his chest, and the broom, which had been 
his last hold on the world, slipped quietly to the ground. 
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Ho Hum 
By Edmund Lawlor, '39 
O HUM . . . Fine afternoon. Guess I ought to go fishin' 
—or watch the boys pitch horseshoes over at the black-
smith's. Now which will it be? Better sit down under this 
tree to decide. Don't want to hurry into this thing—besides, 
got to give my dinner a chance to settle. Ahhh—some dinner 
that was. • . . Them ham hocks, they was perfect. Rosie is 
sure some cook. . . . Now what was it I was thinkin' about? 
Lessee. Oh yeh, whether to go fishin' or to watch horseshoe 
pitchin'. Take fishin'—the bullheads ought to be bitin' down 
in the slough. Nice day for it, too. . . . Warm and not too 
much wind. There's a good place under a tree in that north-
east corner. . . . Yeah, guess I'll go fishin'. 
Still, I'll have to get some worms and that means diggin' 
. . . And the tackle is probably tangled pretty bad. . . . Then 
if I caught some fish I'd have to carry 'em home and likely 
have to clean 'em, too. I don't know about fishin' . . . Seems 
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like a lot of work in this hot sun. Hmmm, I'm sleepy. Can't 
figure it out. . . . Never do get 'nough rest, it appears like. 
'F these flies would just let up . . . a feller . . . maybe . . • 
could get . . . comfortable. 
^Li/'ELL, can you beat that! I musta dozed off. Gad, I'm 
sleepy! Comes from bein' so busy, I guess. I never seem 
to have time for anything the way time flies. Must be three 
o'clock by now. Too late for fishin'. Now, lessee. What will 
be the best way to spend the afternoon? Should I go down to 
the blacksmith's? Well, maybe. But then there may not be 
anyone playin' horseshoes today, and that's a long walk to be 
makin' for nothin'. Besides, I don't like to walk by the button 
factory and see them fellers cuttin' buttons. . . . Move quick as 
a flash, they do . . . Makes me nervous. . . . Hum, maybe I'll 
just stay here . . . and . . . think. Durn . . . these . . . flies. 
Say, I musta went to sleep again. Just like yesterday. Here 
it's six bells already—time for supper, by gum. Won't be long 
till bed time, neither. Gotta hit the hay early tonight. Have 
to catch up on my rest some way. 
May, 1937 25 
